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A DAY ON THE DELAWAR L.

ZANE GREY,

Our summer outing slipped by swiftly,
as only such days can, and the last one
arrived.  As we started out in the eurly
morning the fog was rising from the river,
and hung like a great grey curtain along
the mountain tops; while herc and there.
through rifts. the bright sun shone, mak-
ing the dew sparkic on the leaves, Far
up the mountain side could be heard the
loud caw of a crow, and the shrill screech
of a Dblue jay. A grey saquirre! barkod
from his safe perch in a tree Ly the road-
side, A ruffed grouse got up from the
bushes along the road, and with a great

U1 am afraid not, unless T cateh him
today.” I'said. " We would have had him
if it had not been for vour childish and
wiotic failure to  land the big  fellow
vou_hooked the other dayv ™
- T wish vou would step remunding me
of that. and give me a chance to forgot it,"
he answered. "1 supposc you o never
make any  mistakes.”

U But it was so careless,” T insisted. “to
have a 4 pounder in voeur hands and then
tose him.”

“Yoes, [ know: but let's foroet 1t. T
hope you will hook onc twice as big and
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AT THE OTHER END A MONSTER.

whirr, disappeared among the trees. The
&IF was keen, with o suspicion of frost in it,
and fragrant with pine and hemlock.
This wag 14 be our last day. We were
£9tng to improve every moment of it, and,
berhaps, add more glorious achicvements
to Memory’s store, to be lived over many
times in the dark, cold days of winter., 1
lonked at Reddy and marvelled at the
change a month could bring. Ile was the
color of bronze and the spring of the deer-
Stallier was in his rapid step.
. Well, Doc, iooks as if you were not
80Ing to et that big one to mount for our
collection,”" he said.
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that he will breale vour tackle and give me
a chance to get a picture of you for future
reference,” he replicd,

At the lower end of the big eddy below
Westeolang falls, the Detavware 15&:‘1‘0\\'5,
and there commaonces a = mile streteh of
eddics, rifts, fails and pools that would
gladden the heart of any angler,

U Now, my boy,” | said, “we will toss
for cholee as to who takes the other side
going down ™

.“.I don’t know if [ would not just as
willingly take this side,” said Reddy, not
Ing the swift water between him and the
other shore.
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" No" T answered, “that would not be
fair.  You know [ am acquainted with the
river, and the other side is the best, so here
goes for the toss”

I won the toss and chose the near side,
with a cheerful consciousncess of my gener-
osity which was not in the least alfected
by Reddy's suspicious glances. He was
game, however, and waded into the swift
water without another word: and he ot
safely across a deep place that had baf-
fled me many a time. | stepped into the
water, which was clcar and beauiiful, and
as cold as ice. In a little eddy below me
I saw the swirl of one of thoge vultures of
the Delaware, a black bass, as he leaped
for his prey. and sent a shower of little
shiners out of the water, looking like bright
glints of silver as thev Jumped frantically
for dear life. It wasa grand day for fish-
ing, and the bass seized hungrily at any
kind of bait 1 offered. They "were all
small, however, and as I was after big
game, I returned them safe to the water

Occasionally 1 looked over fo see what
Reddy was doing. Usually he was up to
his neck in the water and half the time his
rod was bent doubic. | also noticed some-
thing that sworried me considerably. It
was a long, black object, and it floated
from a string tied to Reddy's bel.

About noon we Loth made for the big
stone near the middle of the river, where
we rested and had our lunch. My fears
were realized.  That long black object
was a 3-pounder, a beautiful specimen of
the red-eved bronze-back of the Delaware,

“Have vou been fishing, or did vou
come  atong just for company ’" asked
Reddy, cheerfully. T made some remark
ahout the Jutk of certain people.

Reddy was satisfied to stop then: in fact,
he Joafed the rest of the day; but I am a
hard loser and T hated 1o aquit. Five
oclack found ws at the foot of the rifLs
with enly one more hole to fish, It was
the Beer Mug, a hole so deep that it looks
black. and always covercd with oreat
patches of foam. Tt was a likely place
for a hig fellow, but T had never caught
one there. Now | have memories of that
hole which will never b eflaced,

Reddy hooked and landed a big ecl,
which wound the 6-foo! leader entirely
around its slippery body. This made
Rededy so tired that he sdgid things which
can not be repeated here, and quit for the
dav.

I caught 2 small bass and a sunfish.
Then T tried n heloramite for o chanwe.
U tished the hole every wav, but without
success. | was reluctantly winding in my
line, of which T had more than oo feet out,
when T felt a little bite and hoolked what
I knew at once to be o chub, 1 continued
to reel i omy line in disoust. when sud-
denly it hecame fust on something., It

RECREATION.

fell like a water-soaked log. 1 pu}led‘”aild
pulled, but could not get the line off.
did not wish to lose 5o feet or more of googd
line, so [ waded out and down the side of
the paol to a point opposite where |
thought I was fast, Imagine my surprise
when | got there to find my line going
slowly and steadily up stream, through
water that was quite  swift. I coulq
not believe my eves, and was paralvzed
for the moment.  That chub was 6 incheg
long, prababty, but he could never have
moved the linc in that manner. Reddy
dropped his things and became interested
in a moment, with his characteristic re.
murk that “something must be doing.”

Ther 1 struck hard. for I knew
had hooled a heavy and powerful fish,

At the first rush he took 20 vards of ling
and pulled my tip under water. The ree
went around so fast it burned my thumb
With once vell T settled down to business
I knew my tackle and that if the fisp
could be kept in that pool he was mine
He made for the head of the pool and they
he went from side to side in short, furious
dashes. My Dbrother was yelling to ng
like a lunatic, and was running around
snapping pictures of me with his camers,
I controlled the fish perfectly for the first
few moments of that struggle, and then,
with what seemed to me a settled purpose
he started down stream for shoal water
Below were swift and dangerous rifts for
wading and 1 knew if he got in them |
should lose him. Twice I tried to stoy
him. but cach time I saw the wet line
streteh with the heavy strain on it as he
tugged doggedly: and fearing it woul
snap, [ had to follow him. I waded dowr
stream as fast as possible and as T climbee
over a big stone in my way I saw the fisl
distinctly in the shallow water below me
It was a pike, fully a vard long, and as hi:
great vellow hody flashed in the water, his
head pointed toward the bottom and tai
up. 1 groaned in spirit.  He was not ever
tired, and there 1 was, in a dangerow
place to wade, a s-ounce rod in iy hands
and at the other end of a silken thread -
ninnsier.

Wading over a bad place T lost my bak
ance and my thumb slipped off the ree
At that critical moment the pike made hi
fiercest. maddest rush. It was all over jr
less than a second. My reel, Being a 4
muitiplier. overran. the wet Hne tangled
and becanie fast. there wuas a snap., ane
1 was looking miserably at a Iimp lin
that floated on the swift water in from
of me,  That was an unhappy moment.

As we walked down the windin g mount
tain road Reddy generously forgot  hi:
wish and tried to cheer me, but withow
avail. | could hardly sce the beauty o
the setting sun, going down behind th
mountains in a red blaze of glory,



